The Pleasure-Barge of S8ome Norwegian Queen: A thousand-Year-Old Viking

What Is supposed to have been the
pleasure barge of some Norweglan
queen has been unearthed at Slogen,
Norway, It 18 at least 1,000 years old
and was discovered on the coast west
of Christiana bay. Various ecircum-

Norway.

stances point to its having been the
pleasure vessel of some viking mon-
arch's queen, These proofs are sald
to lie in the faet that no weapons were
discovered In the Dburial tumulus
where the ship lay. Other proofs are

Ship Newly Discovered at Slagen,

the fine woodwork on the ralls and
prow, and a loom and an elegani
sledge, probably a woman's, whict
were also found inside the vessel, The
find has attracted the attention o,

! sclentists of Europe,

QUAIL SHOOTING IN SOUTH.

“Bob White" Acknowledged Favorite
of Southern Game Birds.

Of all southern, game birds "bob
white” Is the neknowledged favorite,
for reasons which are obvions to any
sportsman of America. His followers
Inclunde residents in the east, west,
north and south, says Field and
Stream, although in no seetion of the
country is he more generally abundant
or. more widely distributed than in the
Iatter. We know the bob white quall
In the south as the “partridge.” The
country boy of this part of the world
speaks of a “gang of partridges"” and
would hardly know what you meant if
you referred to a covey, or bevy, of
quails.

With us in North Carolina the hunt.
ing season beging about Oet. 15 or
Nov. 1 and usually ecloses Mareh 1.
During these open monthis our flelds
are occupied by a cosmopolitan con-
course of hunters of all classes, condi-
tlong and colors, whose armament in-
cludes everything from the most mod-
ern brecchloader to muskets identified
with Gettyeburg or the Wilderness.

In one of my hunts 1 discovered do-
ing service a musket which dated
back to revolutionary days, The young
hunter's great grandfather doubtless
bore this plece up the rugged side ot
King's mountain in an earlier genera-
tion.

Perhaps he did not expect it ever to
be uged on so small game ax the little
brown quall, which now Interests so
many persons. | had Just entered a
pea fleld with my dog, when a terrifie,
roar and a clond of black powder
smoke advised me of the presence of
this redoubtable plece, There emerged
from the murk a long, lank youth hold-
fng on high the reeking gun, His eyes
were big with exeltement,

“Did you get him?” I asked.

“Got him as shore as gun's iron,”
he erled. "I seen him drap, right yan-
der.”

1 joined him In his search but all

1 that we and my two dogs could dis-

cover was a big plece of wadding. 1
explained to him that this was prob-
ably what he had seen “drap,” and he
turncd awany with an expression of bit-
ter disappointment on his face. He
had shot into the brown of a rising
covey and it seemod strange to him
that he had not killed the whole
buneh, I confess that 1 was heneficlary
in this instance, for I followed up his
seatterad birds and bagged a number,
much to the wonderment of my new-
found friend,

Didn‘t Have to Remove His Arms.

Congressman W. H. Jackson of
Maryland was arguing that the con-
versational delivery of spoech was as
effective with an Intelligent audience
ng the declamation of a man whose
brilliant periods are always accom-
panicd by arm swinging.

“You are right,” said. a listener,
“and your statement reminds me of a
young lady who had two suitors. Lioth
men had about the same advantages
and  progpects, but pgossip declarad
that the girl would deeide in favor of
the man who was a lawyer, for he
knew better how to present and win
his ecase, but gossip erred; the law-
ver was rejected,  Later It was learn-
ad from a friend in whom the betroth-
o had confided the reason for her
cholee, ‘Harry Is convincing, but John
is just as convinelng and does not
have to remove his arms every time
he wants to say something.'"—DLila.
delphia Record, »

The Rooster.
The rooster grects with clarion eall
The breaking of the day.
Fle halls the tirst falnt Qush of dawn
In hig roosteria) way.
Fulfilling all his duty as
A foithiul cbhanticleer,
With Joy he notes that Night has fled
And Diay agaln Is here,

1 doo not grect with jov, myself,
The rooster's clarlon enll,

In fact, when he uplifis hls voleo
I awm not pleased at nll.

My slumber coases when hls notes
Ring vibmmnt through the alr.

And on my couch 1 toss and turn,

And swear, and swear, and swear!

WHEN A MAN STARVES.

Effect of Lack of Food Varies with the
Days.

For the first two days through
which a strong and healthy man I8
doomed to exist upon nothing his suf
ferings are perhaps more acute than
in the remaining stages; he feels an
inordinate, unspeakable eraving at the
stomach at night and day. The mind
runs upon beecf, bread and other sub-
slances, but still, in a great measure,
the body retains its strength., On the
third and fourth days, but especially
on the fourth, this Incessant craving
gives place to a sinking and weakness
of the stomach, accompanied by
nausea,

On the fifth*fay hir checks appear
hollaw and sunken, his body attenu-
ated, his color is ashy pale and his
eyes wild, glassy and cannabalistic,

The sixth day brings with it in-
ereased suffering, although the pangs
of hunger are lost in an over-powering
languor and sickness. The head be-
comes dizzy, the ghosts of wellrg:
moembered dinners pass in  hideous
procession through the mind.

The seventh day comes, bringing in-
ereasing lassiture and further pros-
tration of strength. The mind wan-
ders.

Judge Van Wyck Tells One.

Judge Augustus C. Van Wyck was
arguing with sundry members of the
North Carolina soclety against having
a constitution that was too elaborate.
He declared that he preferred a
strong soclety and a weak constitu-
tion to a weak soclety and a strong
constitution,

“This reminds me,” he said, “of the
reply made by Rufus Choate when a
friend econgratulated him on having a
strong constitution. ‘Bless your life,'
sald Choate, ‘'l wore ont my constitu-
tion twenty-five years ago, and since
then I have been living on my by

lnw"l "

ABOUT THE LONDON “CABBY.”

Hp Works Fourteen Hours a Day and
Gets About Five Shillings Pay.
There are in London 2,711 cab pro-
prietors, and of these 2,224 own fewer
than five vehicles, says a writer in
Outing. As you see, it s a poor man’s
Industry,

The average price for hiring a cab
ia 12 shillings and 8 pence a day. In
addition the cabman has to pay the
yard fees. He gets two horses a day
and Is usually fourteen hours on the
box. His lcense costs him five shil
lings a year. The tax of £2 on the
cab and the 15-shilling wheel duty are
paid by the owner, Taking it day In
and day out, the cabby makes about
6 shillings a day, In the season he
may take In more money, but as the
hire is ralsed on him it comes to the
same thing. If he is not content—
and there is no reason why he should
be—he does not grumble unduly.

Every day in London 120,000 people
ride in cabs. Of course there is frie-
tion and there Is a deal of noisy quar-
reling over fares, but so far as my ex:
perience goes the cabby I8 usually
right in his estimate of the distances
he has traveled and the money that Is
due him,

The cab horsea are a good lot. They
are worked six hours a day on an
average. About three years In a han-
som, however, will do up the best of
them. Then they dift down to the
four-wheelers.

Up-to-Date Costume.

Mrs. Patrick Campbell, famous for
her dramatic art and her pet dog
Pinky Panky Poo, a Japanese spanlel
of high culture, while in Washington
recently went driving one day and in-
cidentally dropped in to see a friend.
The alr was chilly, In fact cold, and
Mrs. Campbell wore a long coat of
Russian sable. Pinky or Panky or Poo
was in a warm spot underneath the
coat, his shaggy little head, his eyes,
and white teeth peering out.

“Oh, what a lovely coat that is,” ex-
claimed Mrs. Campbell's hostess as
she stroked it; “and what an odd
frog you've got there at the buiton,”
as she took hold of Pinky's head.
Pinky repulsed the gentle squecze
with a &nap.

“My heavens!” exclaimed the ac-
tress's friend. “What is that?”

“Oh!" exclaimed the actress laugh-
ingly. “It's just a little Jap thats got
under a Russian’'s hide.’—New York
Times.

Poor Croesus.

If 1 were rlch np Crocsus—

* But—out on riohes, dear!

For 1 have you and love to-day,
And Just to-day I8 here!

If 1 were rich s Croesus—
1 pause agoln and laugh—

The half the .]uy of you and love—
Wealth could not buy the half!

If I weresrich ns Crocsus—
I wonder if the flame
Of nutttmn leaves would be as red,
If skies would look the same.
If I were rich ns Croesus—
Dear heart, 1 turn to you,
Would you hold me much dearer then,
Love moe more than you do?

It 1 were rich as Croesus—
Denr heart, there's naught I lack,
And if 1 lost what now 1 have,
No wenlth could bring It back!
It I were rich as Croesus,
And I were left alone,
Could golden drosgs hring hack thy heart
To Leat agninst my own?

Nay, I am rich as Croesus,
‘Far richer, too, 1 ween,
For there are hoarts so close to mine
That nought may come between;
Aye, 1 am rich as Crocsus—
I've held your hands In mine!
e never clasped you In his arms,
Nor saw your dear eves shine,
—J. M. Lewls In ..ouston Post.

A Profitable Flower Bed.

Two hundred and twenty-one dollars
and Qfty cents' worth of violets wore
ralged and sold by a young girl who
employed her leisure time from hounse-
hold duties In flower growing. Her
violet patch measured 20x25 feet the
first season, and the violets were sold
to a mear-by florist at fifty cents n
hundred blogsoms, netting a profit of
$02.50. The second season, having

transplanted more violet plants in
about ten feet more of ground, $129
was realized in the sales.—From How
to Make Money.




